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take it from me, baby 


by AliceFromLVJY 


Summary 


And then finally, finally, he lowers the sound down. The stainless steel it's made of is heavy 
enough to simply let gravity do its job, slips one or two centimeters deep into Wilbur's 
urethra with slick ease. 


Wilbur stares down at the spot where it disappears inside his dick, shaking again, always 
shaking. 


'Tt's a lot, hm?", James asks softly. 


Wilbur is bad at asking for things. He's lucky James knows how to read him. 


Notes 
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At first, James assumes it's just another one of his fixes. 


Wilbur has always been a fidgeter— fingers curling and uncurling the hem of his shirts, brushing 
his hair out of his face just a little too often when his hands aren't busy elsewhere. His water 
bottles. The little helpful toys he's got lying around on his desk and their kitchen table that James 


likes to steal away and forget to put back. Wilbur laughs at him, usually, and pulls up eBay on his 
phone to look for yet another one. They could open an exhibition at this point. James faintly 
remembers gleaming cinnamon eyes and the info that the oldest of them is from 1991. 


He's started spinning pens lately. James has clicked on a few videos in his Youtube recommended 
before. It doesn't help that Wilbur's hands have always been the most beautiful thing James has 
known on his body, or that he's sitting across the table from him right now while he's pretending to 
idly tap away at his phone with one of them and passing a pen between the fingers of the other. 


"What're you looking at?", Wilbur asks. 


Pretending, because he knows he's being watched. He always knows. It's him who decides when 
James gets to watch. 


James stares back. "What?", he echoes. 


He thinks he recognises the dark purple of the pen. The silver ring around the middle that's briefly 
lit up when Wilbur shifts his hand confirms it. Wilbur locks his phone and places it on the table 
face-down. 


"That's the one I gave you", James says. 


If the spinning is supposed to quench Wilbur's restlessness, it's been doing a shitty job going by the 
way his sunlight-smile wobbles the smallest bit towards the right corner of his mouth. James 
blinks. He wipes the triumph off his face and shoots Wilbur a look that holds more weight. Go on. 


Wilbur hums. "Yeah. It's one of my favourites. Do you know what sounding is, James?" 


James is fully convinced that he's simply never learnt how to change the topic of a conversation in 
a conventional way. Nothing is ever normal with Wilbur Soot. 


— it takes him a few seconds, but when he gets it, he can't help but throw his head back and laugh, 
maybe loud enough to bust the thin bubble they've been sitting in together. Wilbur glares at him, 
more confused than angry. 


"No way", James wheezes, tries to breathe, nearly chokes on his own words. "No way you— you'd 
rather learn a new skill and deliberately place yourself in front of me instead of— what the fuck is 
this, suggestion? Indoctrination? Do you wait until I fall asleep at night to whisper your own dirty 
little fantasies in my ear so they get stuck in my head?" 


Wilbur puts the pen down very, very slowly. 


"God, you probably do. You probably do." James shakes his head. "Is that why I've dreamed of 
you tying me to the bed spread-eagle and sticking your entire hand inside me the other day?" 


Wilbur's eyes go wide there, and he giggles and leans closer over the table like there's someone else 
in the room who's pulling out a phone camera right this instant. He does it on stream, too, when 
he's more intrigued by something than embarrassed of being interested in it and can't let anyone 
know. 


"You dreamed of wh—" 
"Wilbur", James cuts him off. "You can talk to me, you know?" 


A beat. 


"Yes, I know what sounding is. Yes, someone's done it on me before. Ex-girlfriend from when I 
was around twenty-two? I don't know. It was kind of nice. And yes, Wilbur, if you want to— only 
if you want to— we can try it sometime." 


Another beat. It's quiet inside the bubble. Wilbur's lips are pressed into a tight line. 
James sighs. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have supposed—" 

"I was being quite obvious", Wilbur says flatly. 

He's never learnt how to properly lose, either. 


"Not really. I'm just that good. Your fans might think you're all cool and mysterious, but you're 
such an open book sometimes. To me, anyway." 


"— right in front of you for the better part of two weeks. Too distracted by my hands, were you, 
James?" 


"Open book." 


Wilbur grins, sugary-sweet. "You think too highly of yourself." His relief is visible in every fibre 
of his body, in the way the line of his shoulders drops when he reaches forward with both arms, 
stretches himself out all across the table like some sort of oversized cat. 


James places a hand against his cheek. Wilbur leans into it with an urgency that's as desperate and 
deep-rooted as his restlessness and sighs. Closes his eyes. 


"Thank you. I'm sorry", he whispers. 
"Don't be", James tells him. And, more quietly, "Trust me, I'll make you talk to me." 


When Wilbur's eyes flick open again, they are darker than before. 


It's Wilbur who answers the door, exchanges a few words with the delivery guy that are too 
muffled for James to make out, strides down the hall and barges into James' office with a slender 
rectangular package in his hands. He holds it out but doesn't let go when James reaches for it. 
Raises an eyebrow. 


"I take it I should've ordered it as a surprise present." 


The packaging is not subtle at all as is with the company's name right on the tape used to seal it 
shut. 


"Open it", Wilbur demands. 


There's the slightest edge of breathiness to his voice. It makes James question his decision all over 
again— one more time after placing the order and getting the order confirmation and then an E- 


mail from his bank that they've withdrawn the money. One more pang of white-hot unreality. He 
doesn't know who of them will lose their mind first. It might just be him if he's not careful. 


"I've got something to finish here", he replies, measured, without meeting Wilbur's gaze. "You'll 
leave this here with me. You'll distract yourself for another half hour. I don't mind if you wanna 
wait in the bedroom and get naked already. You should— just— whatever you're comfortable 
with." 


Wilbur puts the package down on his desk and exhales. "Yeah. Fuck. What're you gonna do to 
me?" 


"Good things, Wilbur." James allows himself a small smile. "The kind of things you only get if you 
ask for them." 


Wilbur smiles back. His restlessness has morphed into cautious excitement that's obvious in the 
spring in his step when he leaves the room. 


James finds him on their bed, wearing his usual white button-up and boxers and nothing else, 
leaning against the headboard. The blinds on the windows are half-lowered; the light streaming in 
through them is muted and soft and cool and paints Wilbur something ethereal. James can't tear his 
eyes away from the fine shadow his fringe and the hem of his glasses throw onto his skin. His face 
is outlined with a diffuse glow. His fingers are tangled in the sheets, betraying everything his 
relaxed pose so very determinedly doesn't give away. 


He is the only thing in the room that matters. 


James discards the box, disinfectant and wipes he's brought with him on the floor and sits down on 
the bed next to him. He doesn't miss the way Wilbur's gaze immediately drops to his lips. 


"Kiss me", he murmurs, low and sultry. 
He's trying to gain the upper hand. It's not happening, James decides. 


He tilts Wilbur's head up by his chin and presses his lips to his throat, long and firm. Wilbur gasps 
— one more time when James buries his other hand in his hair and tugs. 


"Wilbur. Stop it. Let me do this for you." 
Wilbur makes a noise between protest and pleasure. "Kiss me first." 


He kisses back like he's been starved halfway to death once James finally gives in. Only lets go to 
sort his legs out underneath him, get to his knees and wrap his arms around James' waist and pull 

him so close it feels like he wants to rearrange his organs. James returns the hug. He feels Wilbur 
tremble. 


"You okay?", he asks. "Is this too much? We don't have to. Or, you know, wait another week or a 


month or whatever. It's whatever, Wilbur." 
Wilbur shakes his head. "Sorry", he says. 


He's lucky that James has made it his personal endeavour to crack his stubborn sharp brain open 
and stick both hands into the mess of fears and feelings and raw, helpless desire he's got in there. 
Disentangle them. Follow each string to where it emerges, cut some, pull some, find out what 
makes Wilbur move. 


He's the one out of the two of them who has a way with words. James can touch him, and it works 
just as well. 


"I need you to tell me if you want this." 


Wilbur sighs into the crook of his neck. His chest rises and falls in James' hold. "I want this", he 
whispers, voice crumbling at the edges. "I want you to stick a rod down my dick and fuck me with 
it until I can't think. I'm asking for it. Please." 


It makes James' head spin in a way that feels far from healthy. "Good. Very good", he manages. 


He gives Wilbur's back another quick rub, then gently pushes him back down onto the bed. Picks 
up the box, small and black and unassuming, from the floor and flicks it open, closed again, open. 
The magnets snapping into place feel oddly satisfying. Wilbur jerks at the sound. 


"One more thing", he starts. Swallows. His Adam's apple bobs in the half-light; his body is one part 
detail, one part shade. James looks him in the eye. Go on. 


"Don't listen to me when I beg. Don't— don't let it be over too quickly. Just do what you think is 
best." His voice drops to a whisper again. "I want to be good for you." 


"You will", James breathes. "You will. You're gonna be so good for— yeah." It's more of a 
confession than he intended it to be, but they're both delirious enough to gloss over it for now. Dig 
it up later when Wilbur is himself enough again to mock him for it. 


James reaches out and slowly tugs down Wilbur's boxers, taps his side twice for him to lift his 
hips. His dick twitches to life when the fabric slides over it. It grows fully erect in no time once 
James rakes his nails down Wilbur's chest and puts his palms down flat to his lower abdomen, rubs 
small circles into the soft skin there. Nudges Wilbur's thighs further apart with an elbow and 
presses a kiss to the inside. Wilbur's hips twitch up against him. 


"James. Please." 
James lets go. 


He swats Wilbur's hand away when he tries to take care of the matter himself seconds later, pins it 
to the mattress. "You can be patient, Wilbur. I know you can." 


Wilbur somehow manages to look like he will starve if James doesn't put his hands back on his 
body right this instant. He needs to get lube, though. Wilbur's fault for not taking it out of the 
bedside drawer in advance. 


When James finally wraps a slick hand around his dick, Wilbur throws his head back against the 
pillows and moans, long and shaky. The sound shoots down James' spine in sweet pinpricks that 
make it hard to breathe. He needs more of it. He needs to wring every tune from Wilbur that his 
pretty voice knows. 


"You feeling good?", he asks smugly. 


Wilbur's words come out strained. "Mhm— more of that", he hisses and starts moving his hips 
himself. 


James places his free hand on his chest. "Don't do that. Stop it. Like, actually stop it. I need you to 
be completely still later if I don't wanna end up hurting you. You get that?" 


Wilbur stares at him with wide eyes, unblinking. Nods. 
"Say you got that." 


"Yeah. I understand. I'm sorry— fuck, I'm sorry." Wilbur looks like he can barely keep himself 
from vibrating. 


James presses the heel of his hand against his sternum, starts caressing the spot until Wilbur 
releases the breath he's been holding. "Don't worry about it." 


He adds more lube and starts stroking Wilbur off for good, tight and firm and practiced. The tip of 
his dick glistens wet between his fingers where it peeks out at the top. Wilbur is quiet, but he 
doesn't manage to conceal the rawness in his breathing, how his body is strung tight around 
everything he feels already. 


James swipes his thumb over his slit that's dribbling precome. Wilbur screws his eyes shut. 
"Okay", James whispers. "You can wait just a little more." 


He soaks a wipe in disinfectant, opens the box with purpose and takes out the thinnest of the three 
sounds inside. Apparently the good ones come in sets. He cleans it off thoroughly, lathers it in 
lube. Pointedly ignores the way Wilbur's gaze is burning holes into his side. 


He holds the sound up between pointer and thumb like a pair of tweezers and shoots Wilbur a 
crooked smile. "I'm gonna fuck you with this." 


Wilbur blinks at him sheepishly with parted lips before he catches himself like he has a bet to win. 
It's another crack in the vase. James wants to see it on the floor in pieces. 


"I dully remember that's exactly what I asked you to do", Wilbur says. 


The sarcasm threaded through his words turns into a choked-off whimper when James wraps 
gentle fingers around his dick again to hold it steady, starts circling the tip of the sound around his 
slit. He drags it right across so it slips the smallest bit inside, and Wilbur's entire body jolts. 


His eyes are still cinnamon-warm; honey-glazed with lust. 


"Please", he murmurs, voice high and low at the same time. James finds himself caught between 
both pitches, unable to move or look away, painfully hard in his own pants. This is not about him, 
he reminds himself. Not yet. 


"Good boy", he praises, half in earnest and half-mockingly. Wilbur's dick twitches between his 
fingers. James laughs. 


"Tell me to stop whenever. You can tap my wrist twice if it's easier, or just— anything you can 
reach. I want you to think about that. At any point, Wilbur." 


It should be a given, but nothing is ever normal with Wilbur Soot. 


And then finally, finally, he lowers the sound down. The stainless steel it's made of is heavy 
enough to simply let gravity do its job, slips one or two centimeters deep into Wilbur's urethra with 
slick ease. 


Wilbur stares down at the spot where it disappears inside his dick, shaking again, always shaking. 
"It's a lot, hm?", James asks softly. 
"I feel like I'm gonna fucking piss myself any second. This is so, so odd." 


James draws a circle into the air with the far end of the sound that's mirrored ever so slightly by the 
part inside Wilbur. Wilbur knits his eyebrows together. A long keening moan falls from his lips. 


"Good odd, though?" 


Wilbur nods. The soft dim light is a stark contrast against the way his features are contorted in 
pleasure, paints pointed shadows along the wrinkles around his eyes. His breath comes short and 
quick and roughed-up, a little overwhelmed, terribly melodic. He's an entire symphony, and they 
have barely even started. 


"Deep breaths. You'll feel more", James reminds him. 


He pushes the sound a little deeper, works Wilbur's dick with long, languid strokes. He knows it's 
just on the edge of overwhelming, but Wilbur is trying his hardest— inhales shakily, lets go of the 
sheets and plants his palms flat against them instead, exhales. 


James hums. "Good. Just like that. You think you can take more?" 
Another nod. James ceases his movement entirely. 


Wilbur's eyes are hooded when they flick open. His voice splinters in his mouth. "Yeah. Yeah, I 
can, fucking shit— please— please stop making me say—" 


"No. Don't think I will." 
James has always enjoyed having Wilbur at his mercy. It's not something he's granted often. 


Another inch, then. Another visible shudder that ripples through Wilbur's body. A gasp, hot and 
needy. 


"I'm gonna move now. We shouldn't take it too far today", James tells him. 


He withdraws the sound until it nearly slips out of Wilbur's dick in a circular motion that just so 
stretches his slit a little. Pushes it back in. Repeats the movement, makes sure he's got the depth 
down before he goes quicker, tighter. Wilbur hisses. 


"Stop. James. Stop. I'm gonna— I'm actually gonna piss myself." 


James looks up and smiles at him, closes his hand tighter around his dick. "You won't. Just feels 
like you will, which is, y'know, part of why it's so good, I guess? And hypothetically, if you did— 
fuck that, man. Don't worry about it." 


He leans in and lets his voice drop to a whisper. "I think I'd like it. I think I'd like to see you lose 
control and dribble all over yourself because of something I did to you. Don't worry. Just let me 
make you feel good." 


Wilbur has to wet his lips. "You're disgusting", he says, breathless. 


James decides he's waited long enough. He starts fucking the sound in and out of Wilbur's dick 
with intent, mirrors the movement with his other hand so they meet in the middle. Wilbur lets his 
head fall back and melts— into the mattress, James' hands, his own desire. All of it. 


He's keyed-up and sensitive and so beautifully quick to teeter on the edge. 


"James", he gasps, and the way James' name tumbles from his mouth, scratchy and fucked-out, 
should be forbidden. "James. I'm gonna— I need—" 


"Tell me. What do you want me to do?" 


Wilbur screws his eyes shut again, thrashes his head. The strands of his hair that haven't gotten 
frizzy and electric from the friction are sticking to his forehead. There's a sheen of sweat on his 
throat, down his neck, across his collarbones. His breathing has lost all rhythm. James doesn't think 
it's worth trying to pull him down again. 


"Can you— take it out, please, take it out, I'm gonna come, I'm gonna— James, please!" 
The way his voice breaks beats every song James has ever written. 


He slowly shakes his head and lets go of Wilbur's dick, trails his hand up his stomach instead. The 
movement of the sound alone without any other stimulation has to feel stupidly intense. 


Wilbur's eyes glisten wet with tears. 
"You asked me not to indulge you before I deem it fit." 


Wilbur blinks. It leaves his gaze clouded, swimming. "Fuck that. I take it back. Please. I'll do 
anything." 


"Laundry for three weeks?" 
"You think you're so fucking funny." 
James clicks his tongue. "Dealing with losing your own challenge it is, then." 


He angles the sound towards himself a little so it pushes against Wilbur's urethra from the inside. 
Leverage makes it a bolder move than he thought it'd be, and Wilbur whimpers, and— 


— a singular tear rolls down his cheek all the way to the corner of his mouth. Wilbur sticks out his 
tongue and licks it up. It can't be deliberate. 


And James gives in: hand around Wilbur's dick again, stroking him quickly with a bit of extra 
pressure towards the tip where he knows it'll make him feel the sound. He doesn't say anything 
when Wilbur's hips start hitching up into it. If he hurt himself, he'd like it. 


"See, Wilbur, you are so fucking hot when you pull your little antics on stage or on camera or 
literally during sex, and you know that. You think about it, and you know it." A particular deep 
thrust with the sound. It coaxes another moan out of Wilbur. 


James smiles, delighted. "But do you know how much fucking hotter you are when you're lost like 
this?" 


The light on his body is obscene. It paints arrows towards his parted lips, his bare throat, the way 


his stomach muscles are contracting with each strained exhale. 
"Prick", Wilbur grits out. "Shut up. Stop— stop fucking talking and fuck me harder." 


He's close. James knows his tells by now, how he closes his eyes in exhaustion, tips his head back 
even further like he's trying to look up into the sky. 


He pulls out the sound very, very slowly. Leans forward. 
"You gonna come for me, Wilbur?" 
Wilbur does. "Oh god", he breathes, and then his body sings. 


James wouldn't know if he's being seized and ripped apart by something larger than this room and 
larger than life, like fire or a tsunami or an entire ocean, or if he's a force of nature himself. Like 
both of it, the sheer intensity of his pleasure is scary. 


Like both of it, he is indescribably beautiful. 
"Shh. That's good. Feels so good, hm, darling boy?" 


James doesn't find the time to cringe at his own words. He doubts Wilbur has heard it, or is hearing 
anything right now for that matter, but James keeps on murmuring sweet nonsense anyway while 
he shudders through his orgasm. The noises he chokes out sound like he's in pain. It's relief. 


When Wilbur starts getting soft, James lets go of his dick. 
"Breathe", he says. "Just breathe for a minute." 


Wilbur's eyes flutter open. His chest is heaving. His lips curl up into a dopey, satisfied smile, and 
he is temptation now more than ever. 


James practically rips open the fly of his jeans, wraps his hand that's still dripping with lube and 
Wilbur's come around his own erection. He feels like he could've come just like this, just from how 
fucking debauched Wilbur looks. Starts stroking himself off anyway, tightly, efficiently. 


"You were amazing", he manages. "You were— you were— oh, fuck!" 
Wilbur's smile grows teeth. "Yeah? Tell me more." 


James, instead, comes all over Wilbur's stomach and his spent dick that's idly sitting against it. 
Wilbur's eyes do not leave his own. There's way too much challenge in them again for how far 
gone he was. 


He drags a finger through it, brings it up to his lips, licks it clean. 


James lets his head drop to his chest. He's exhausted. He wants cuddles and a hot shower and a 
glass of cold water. "Fuck off. I've done enough talking for today." 


Wilbur reaches out and buries his fingers in his hair, taps them against his scalp. James feels a little 
like a dog getting petted. He doesn't mind. 


"Thank you", Wilbur murmurs. "For listening." 


Wilbur doesn't abanadon his new pen spinning hobby after that, so James concludes it did 
ultimately have more than one purpose. He can't tolerate the clicking though. Wilbur only does it 
when they're sitting at the kitchen table together or briefly working on one laptop to discuss music. 
He pushes the pit out slowly, moves his finger on the button a few times without letting it snap in, 
click. Then the other way round— more slowly. 


James snatches it out of his hands at some point. 

"Stop that. You can talk to me, Wilbur." 

He could've lied and denied it, but that isn't his point. Wilbur grins. "Make me", he says. Cocky. 
"No. Why would I care?" 


Wilbur's voice gets all high and faux-whiny there. "But I'm your darling boy, James. You have to 
take care of me." 


James can't show any weakness, obviously, so he tells Wilbur he's gonna flip the dream around and 
tie him to their bed and make him feel all kinds of good things for thrice the time they went if 
another word comes out of his mouth. 


He wonders if Wilbur would cry. 
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